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. Most publishers do not beheve Nixon will tell the tmth m.

his memoirs, nor that the public will accept half-truths . e

Regardless” of anyhody’s thoughts,
feelings, wishes, exhaustion, or vows to
the contrary; regardless of purgative

elections and the necessity of focusing - £

on more pressing matters; regardless of
the passage of time and even of what-
ever naw and stunning medical bulleting
may be issued from the West—we will
never be done with Watergate.’ Not in
books, anyway.,

The fail of Richard Nmon—every-
thing that went and is still going with
it—is simply the most dramatic large-
scale, real-life political story of our ex-

perience, It rivals the most dramatic in .

all hxatory In this century, perhaps only

the rise and fall of Hitler equals it in
terms of elemental public drama—ithe.

stuff that compels and sustains endless

fascination, and that renders such con-

siderations as whether that fascination
is “bad” or “morbid” or “too painful”
or in other ways morally or socially
repreheasible - (an understandably con-
stant refrain in the case of Hltler) be-
sidz the point.

Don’t get me wrong. I am suggesting
a parallel only in terms of drama (or
maybe melodrama). Also, there are,
without any doubt, other political sagas
that contain similarly compelling ele-
ments. Yet these two stand in stark

relief-—in part because we know so

much about them. ,

As drama, Watergate has everything.
It has classically tragic scale, endless
pathos and -irony, reels (literally) of
vulgarity and banana-peel humor. It
has an extraordinary cast of characters
—memorable, improbable, representa-
tive of every type. How Shakespeare
would have itched for them! It has per-
feet pacing, symbolic richness, the sus-
snsg of a hundred capers and of evil
neaply triumphant, a vast deception
that nearly worked. It addresses great
questions of history, ethics, and human
responsibilitv——-powzr and corruption
and accountability, rucans and ends the
ambwuoua C('.)Hﬂk(.uu.\s r)mwebn ‘possi-

hle” “necessary,” and “right.” And it
has a unifying, thneless, mythic theme:

high ambition painfully achieved and
then brotght low by prefigured flaws in
charactér and failures of perception, by
common and banal betrayals, and by
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life, mcludmc' those of agreatmany ordz—
‘nary people going about their ordinary
work (a mcht cruard at the Watergate,
a congressman from Newark), none
antic’ipating the pivotal roles history
would cast them in. All this and more
Joho matter how bone-weary we are of
'the subject, it’s not what closes on
Saturday night.

Over 100 books have been published .
about Nixon and Watergate (some put
the figure closer to 500)-—documen-
taries, studxea of impeachment, psycho-
bxoaraphx s, confessions, reportorial ac-
counts, pohtical analyses, fictions, po-
lemics, collections of humor. Very few
of these will last. The most popular,
due shortly in paperback reprint, has
been Bob Woodward and Carl Bern-
stein’s All the President’s Men, in part
because it was a “firsy” (and by the
two most famous diggers), in greater
part because it told its tale in highly
dramatic terms, as suspense. (Some
of it was pos:i'oly fictional: 1 was a be-
liever in “Deep Throat” at first—was
he Dean, Gray, Mark Felt?—but with
the passage of time his existence as an
individual scems less and less plausible.
How could he have secretly marked up
Woodward’s Times, unless he loitered
around the apatument house. in the
early morning or lived across the hatl?)

Theodore H. White's forthcoming ac-
count (next spring, it is hopﬂd from
Atheneum) will probably be the next
great hit, since it promises, along with

known-quantity authorship, reeded per- -
spective, as well as some sp'c" his
The Making of the President 1972 was
highly admx.xv‘v of Nixon’s wisdom,

wal be mterestmo to see just how the

crow is eaten. i
‘Meantime, the first- -person insider ac-’
counts are of greatest interest. Of t.wse,,
so far, Jeb Macruders An Amencan
Life: One Man’s Road to Waterrraze,
remains by far the most apparently can-’
did and insightftl; maudlin, undoubt-’
“edly in some respects self- -serving, but.
somehow giving off a persuasive mvtal-
lic bong of truth. That bong is probably.
going to remain quite rare: books by
the minors (Segretti), tha rajors (Hal-
deman), the bizarre (Martha Mitchell,
Colson), and so on, may or may not
materialize; it’s more than likely that.
most of them will not give off thisi
sound, which is one reason, probably!
the most important, why prumanuscnptf
publishing contracts have been so hard.
to come by Far more than the public
asking price, and more than his current
medical incapacity, this has been the
stumbling block for Nixon’s own pro-
jected memoirs: most of the major pro-
spective hardcover publishers do not
believe he will tell the ruth, nor that!
the public will accept half-truths.
That's how low his cradibility has
sunk. Even lying presidentizl memairs
have some value-—but publishers have’
not forgotien the financial disaster, for’
Holt. Rxmmrt and Winston, of L.B.Js
The Vantage Point, which was also not”
believed. Nor will they forget another
publisher's current, mum:.h in connec-
tion with E. Howard Hunts just-pub.
-lished Undercover: Memoirs of an Amer- i
ican Seccret Agent (B;rkky/Pumam
$8.95), which has been in the naws be- !
cause Hunt, as a witness at the Water- -
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